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One 


Author's Notes: 


‘Backpfeifengesicht means, apparently, ‘a face in need of a punch/slap’. (Thank you, Twitter!) 


| think we've all met people like that... 
Backpfetfengesicht 


"For fuck's sake, Henjo!" yelled Kai. Everyone on the bus froze; they were at that point on the tour when 


tensions began to run high, minor irritations became major issues, and fights, inevitably, broke out. They 


weren't serious, usually, but every now and again-- 
"What?" snapped Henjo, and his tone had more than one set of eyes rolling his way in disbelief. Henjo the 


peacemaker, Henjo the gentle, the one with the wicked sense of humour who sorted the others out with his 


uniquely lethal combination of logic, good humour, and the occasional prank. Dirk and Kai got into it sometimes, 
they all fell out with the technical crew (who would then fall out with each other) and as for the tour 
manager... well. 

Fighting your tour manager from time to time was what you did. All part of the game. 

Michael kept his head down and so did Frank, although even they were known to bicker sometimes. But until 
now, Henjo's reaction was limited to the occasional eyeroll and deep, heartfelt sigh. He would listen to the 
others, suggest ways to get everything back on an even footing and to be honest, most of the band and crew 
had wondered at some point what it would be like if he ever lost his temper. 

Looked like they were about to find out. 

"I told you--" snarled Kai, who took three fast paces down the bus to get right in Henjo's face. Crew and 
musicians dived for cover, and even the driver made very, very sure to keep his gaze limited to the road 
ahead. 

Henjo leapt to his feet, and the two men confronted each other in the aisle. "You told me? Well maybe | didn't 
want to listen," he snapped, leaned over his boss and glared down into his eyes. Kai hated to be loomed over, 
and Henjo knew it. 

If this were a Western, people would be getting out of the saloon right about now. 

"You never fucking listen," hissed Kai, puffed up and furious. 

The bartender, were this a movie, would now be hiding the expensive bottles of booze. 

"You know what? You're right. I'm done listening to you." 

And Henjo turned his back to walk away. This brought an indrawn hiss of breath from the rest of the 
observers; Kai had a few triggers, but this was his biggest. You never, ever, just turned your back and walked 
away. Never. 

Oh... shit," murmured Dirk, from where he'd been playing cards with Frank. "Here we go." 


"What the fuck are they yelling about, anyway?" asked Frank, and Dirk shrugged. 


"I have no idea - but this has been brewing for a while, | think. Every couple of years Kai worries about 


getting older--" 


"Losing his hair." 


"-- getting less effective, that kind of thing. So he starts to nag one of us until it all explodes, then he feels 
ashamed of himself, then everything's fine for another year, year and a half. Then it starts all over again" 


"Who was it last time?" 


"Me. And the time before that? Dan. Sometimes it's techs, sometimes it's someone in another band, sometimes 


he's just dreadful to everyone. Feels like it's been me more than anyone else, but eh. Such is life." 


Frank watched Kai grab the back of Henjo's shirt and spin him round - as did everyone else on the bus - but 
what nobody was expecting was Henjo throwing a punch, and that punch connecting with a meaty sound on the 
side of Kai's face. 


"Fuck," said nearly everybody, but Dirk was one of the first to reach the pair who had, by now, descended into 
flat out brawling along the aisle of the bus. It didn't take long before pretty much everyone was involved, the 
two combatants wriggled and punched, screamed at each other and it was much, much harder than it should 


have been to separate them. 


"If you've broken my nose, Richter," growled Dirk, from where he pinned a still furious Henjo to a seat, "lm 


going to break yours. Now stop it. What's come over you?" 


Kai could be heard from the other side of the bus, shouting incoherently about bastards and how they were 
all going to be fired, how dare they, what the fuck did they think they were doing-- 


"I've had enough," Henjo spat, shook Dirk off and sat up. "I've been pushed around enough and so have you. We 
all have. And we're all fools for putting up with it" 


He stormed off up the stairs, presumably to sulk in his bunk, and before too much longer the shouting had 
subsided to grumbles from the back of the bus. The crisis appeared to be over - for the moment. 


"Load in will be in half an hour," said Frank, and Dirk snorted through his bruised nose. 
"| think it's going to be a very long day," he said, and Frank had to agree. 
pisses 
Long day was an understatement. The few fans that were waiting outside the venue were curious about Kai's 
fat lip, which he explained away by claiming to have hit himself in the head with a cupboard door on the bus. 


Henjo chatted easily to the fans, but spoke not one word to Kai. 


Soundcheck was just as much fun. Every member of band and crew walked on eggshells - except Kai, who 


strutted and pouted and made it very clear that he didn't care, and what problem? No problem here. 

The support band, when brought up to speed with the situation, decided to forego the usual mooch around 
town in order to observe soundcheck and - they hoped - a repeat of the scuffle on the bus. Fortunately it 
didn't happen, although it was a close run thing a couple of times: 


"| don't like the sound on channel five," snapped Kai at one point, clearly still spoiling for a fight. 


Henjo - who had just got channel five set to his satisfaction - glared at the sound man, and everyone on stage 


held their breath. 

"Sounds fine to me," he growled, "maybe his monitor needs to be checked." 

Kai folded his arms. "Nothing wrong with my monitor. Sort it out” 

The techs scrambled, and disaster was averted by the width of a gnat's whisker. 

The show itself went well, but they would all be lying if they said they weren't glad when it was over and they 
could retreat to the relative safety of the hotel. They'd all tried to talk to Kai who was (as usual) having none 
of it, Dirk cornered Henjo and almost got into another fight, and eventually it fell to Frank. 

"Why me?" he grumbled, when Dirk insisted he had to do it. 

"You're the new guy," he was told, "so if it's crazy fans or crazy colleagues, you have to sort it out" 

"But--!" 

"New guy. Get going." 


So that was how Frank found himself outside Henjo's door, clutching a couple of beers (peace offering - Dirk's 
suggestion), wishing he could be anywhere else and wondering what the hell he was going to say. 


He knocked 
"Go away,” 

‘Hen. Please? It's Frank" 

The door opened and Frank found himself facing down a thunderously dark expression, and swallowed hard. 
"What?" 


Frank waved the beers. "You want to talk about it?" 


"No. | do not want to fucking talk about it. So you can go back to Dirk and tell him it's none of his fucking 
business what's going on when he knows good and well what the problem is! And what the fuck is he doing 
sending you, anyway? It's not your fucking problem because if it was it would be your nose I'd be breaking, so 


since it's not then it's none of your fucking business, is it?" 
Henjo had become steadily more strident throughout his little rant, and by the time he finished he'd got right 


up into Frank's face. Who had backed up until his shoulders were against the far wall, and wore an expression 


similar to that of a mouse cornered by a snake. 
"Er. Right... 


Henjo sighed, and the anger drained away. He did feel mildly guilty; taking it out on the others was, in the end, 
rather unfair - and besides, wasn't that kind of the problem he had with Kai? 


So what he should do, logically, was go straight to the source of the problem. 

He grabbed his room key, swept straight past a rather bewildered Frank, and headed off to talk to Kai. 
or 

When Kai opened the door, he greeted his friend with a sneer. 

"Come to apologise? Good. About fucking time." 


He'd honestly gone there to talk. He was determined to be the grownup, be the one to rise above the needling 
and the bad temper, to mend fences and take the pressure off the rest of the crew. 


But. 


Kai's expression pushed a little button deep inside that he'd almost forgotten he had. And when you added that 
particular set of words to that nasty little lip curl? 


He punched Kai right in the face and knocked him flat. 


Then he stepped over the prone form of his stunned boss, swiped a beer from the fridge, and made himself 
comfortable in the desk chair. He cracked the beer, watched him crawl to his knees, took a drink. Willed his 
fingers to stop their shaking. 


The moment held its breath while the two men stared at each other, until a slow, reluctant smile spread 
across Kai's face. He knelt quietly in front of Henjo, hands on his thighs, head down. He looked like he was 
waiting for something, and that posture... 


Henjo gathered his courage, and tried a new tack. 
"Crawl," he said, and pointed at a spot on the carpet in front of his feet. 
This will either work like a dream, or Im fired 


On his hands and knees, lip swelling from the massive blow, Kai crawled across the floor and came to rest on 
his knees, hands folded once more in his lap. He shot a glance up at Henjo through his lashes - and blushed. 


It was the blush that undid Herjo. 


He grabbed the front of Kai's shirt, bunched his fist in the material and dragged him up until they were nose 


To nose. 
"That's what this has been about?" he snarled, “all this? Just so you can get fucked?" 
His answer was a shrug, and a deeper blush. 


"All you had to do was ask. Idiot." 


Then he pulled him in, and kissed him. The response was instant, Kai pushed up, climbed into his lap, rubbed 
himself against Henjo's long frame. He wriggled, moaned with the dig of fingertips into his backside. 


Henjo came up for air, rock hard and gasping. 
"On the bed," he ground out, "on your knees," he added as Kai turned to obey. 


He followed him to the bed, checked the bedside table; sure enough, supplies lurked therein. Henjo sighed and 
shook his head 


"You're an idiot, you know that?" 

Kai grinned, but still said nothing. 

Fine. You want this? Undress. | want you naked." 

While clothes flew Henjo opened his jeans, casually stroked himself until Kai knelt on the bed, eyes dark with 
want as he stared. Henjo quirked a slow smile, pointed at the patch of floor directly in front of his knees. Kai 


practically flowed down there, glanced up for permission, and at the nod went down on Henjo like an avalanche. 


ww how 


Dirk and Frank, listening outside the door, stared at each other in utter disbelief. 


"He was looking for a dom?" hissed Frank, "that's what he's been doing all this time? It's all been a test?" 


Dirk rested his forehead on the door and swore under his breath. Frank patted his shoulder and fought down a 


grin. Now or never... 
‘If you're looking for a sub," he said quietly, "I can always --" 


He got no further. Still muttering about not missing this fucking chance, thank you very much, Dirk grabbed 
his hand and dragged him back to their room. 


Frank followed meekly, a foolish grin plastered to his broad face. Looked like today wasn't a total waste of time 
after all. 


EE ee 
Inside the room, events had escalated. 


Henjo had dragged Kai off him by the hair, otherwise it would all have been over; the gasp he'd got in return 
told him all sorts of things about what Kai wanted out of tonight's little tryst. 


"On the bed." 
The little bastard must have been practicing, because the way he moved back up onto that bed was poetic. He 
reassumed that waiting posture, the one that made Henjo want to do oh, so many things to him; on his knees, 


head down, hands folded - and that naughty little glance up through his lashes. 


Henjo stepped in to the side of the bed, cradled that dear face between his palms and kissed him. "All these 


years," he murmured against Kai's lips, and was interrupted by the quirk of a smile. 

"Shut up," said Kai, "and fuck me. Please?" 

He stepped back with a laugh, stripped and threw his clothes around the room; he paid no attention to where 
they landed, just kept his gaze locked with that of the other man. Kai's gaze grew darker with every piece of 
clothing peeled away and thrown, until they faced each other naked and hard. 

| cant hurt you," said Henjo quietly, "so don't ask me to." 

"Its not all about pain," replied Kai. "Just. tell me what to do. Be in charge. Be the one | can trust." 


"As long as you understand that," he said. "So.. now that's out of the way.. what do you want?" 


Kai cocked an eyebrow, and Henjo laughed under his breath. "Oh yeah - you said. You want me to come up 


there," and he moved to the side of the bed, reached out to stroke the side of Kai's face with long, sensitive 
fingers, "and fuck you. Right?" 


"Please," whispered Kai. 

Henjo pressed him back, crawled up and over him; he lowered his weight until he was stretched full length 
against Kai, pushed him down to stop him moving. They writhed together on the bed, Henjo's long, skinny form 
curled around Kai's shorter muscularity. Hands roamed, pinched, stroked; Kai nibbled across his collarbone, 
sharpness of sensation drawing a groan from the long throat. They fumbled with lube, snorted with 


amusement and then oh, but the noises Kai made when he was pinned to the bed! 


Henjo held still, arched over Kai's back and gritted his teeth. That long moan, the way Kai had welcomed him in 
and yet still writhed under him? Yeah, this was going to be over far too fucking quickly if he wasn't careful. 


"Hold still,” he snarled, pinched the back of his neck with his teeth. Kai hissed but did as he was told and froze, 


barely even seeming to breathe. 
Henjo held him close, sank his teeth into Kaits shoulder and started to move. Kai twisted in his arms, flung his 
head back and wailed; that wanton sound, the sheer abandon of the moment swept him along, each thrust 


harder than the one before until the clench around him said louder than words that Kai was there. 


Fire burned along each nerve ending, light behind his eyes and he came screaming - then collapsed, utterly 
spent. 


ween 


"Do you think they had a good time?" asked Frank, as he carefully removed the collar he'd kept stashed at the 
bottom of his case, more in hope than anticipation. Turned out Dirk had really, really liked it. 


"Who cares?" mumbled Dirk, still adrift in a warm, post-orgasmic glow, "come to bed." 
"As master commands," said Frank with a grin, and crawled under the covers. 
Koes 
"Kai." 
A mumble, shift of sweat wet skin against his chest. 
"Kat" 


"Mmph" 


"We need to move." 

The body in his arms squirmed around until they were nose to nose. "No we dontt," he murmured 
"We smell" 

sie 

They shifted around a little more. 

"Ugh. | think you might be right 

Henjo tried to turn over, but had to stop. 

"That is awfully.. sticky’ 


They peeled themselves out of bed, and perched on the edge side by side. Kai swiped his cigarettes, lit one, 
then passed the pack to Henjo. 


"So," he said, rumpled long fingers through the damp tangle of Kai's hair, "what now?" 
"We shower.” 

"Well.. yes. And then?" 

"We sleep" 


Henjo gave him a long, level look. Kai returned the gaze for a moment, then chuckled. "Ah, who knows. Maybe 


we can do this again?" 

"Just once?" 

"A day." 

"Christ, Kai." 

"Twice on Sundays." 

Henjo nodded. "And no more tantrums." 
"No more tantrums." 


"| mean it." 


"Spoilsport." 

Henjo grabbed the ashtray, stubbed the cigarette out, then made his way across to the shower; he stumbled 
a couple of times, because a fuck that good will affect your joints, sometimes. Kai was there in a heartbeat, 
steadied him and grinned up into his face. 

"Don't look so damn smug," grumbled Henjo. 


"No boss." 


They staggered into the shower together, and before too long they were enveloped in great clouds of scented 


steam. 
"Scrub my back" 

Bossy’ 

"You were the one wanted to be ordered around... 


As resolutions went, this was pretty good. Only time would tell how long it would last - but if Henjo had 
anything to do with it, Kai's tantrums would be a thing of the past. 


They could only hope. 


~fi 


